THE UPPER AMAZON

ain't it ? You ought to have seen the way he
scrapped. . . . And don't forget we didn't sign
on to kill boa-constrictors, sir/' added a quiet
voice from the dark.

" I don't wonder at it," said the mate at break-
fast. " Crawled in by a hawse-pipe, of course.
The ship will get full of 'em with that green stuff
about the cables."

" Glad to hear it. That will give us some
compensation, captain/' our surgeon commented.
" Otherwise we should be dull here." The
surgeon's mind was inclined to curiosity in way-
ward things, and he always kept a butterfly-net
handy. " One of the men this morning showed
me a wound on his elbow. It was hard to stop
the bleeding. He didn't know how he got it,
and I didn't tell him. But there are vampire
bats in the fo'c'slc."

The captain gave an impatient exclamation
and blamed the surgeon for frivolity. " Bats !
Vampire bats ! You talk like a novelist, doctor.
Never head of bats in a fo'c'sle. You're thinking
of belfries,"

The surgeon chuckled. " You'll hear all right,
captain, when the men find out."

The captain grumbled through all the meal.
Place didn't smell like a ship, smelt like a hot-
house. Nice place to be in. In all his years at
sea, nothing like it. Another charter like this, and
the owner could look after the boa-constrictors
himself. " Mr. Mate, just keep the men from
thinking too much about it. A good time now to
get some of that work done."

For me after breakfast, with the decorative
office of supercargo, there was no work. There
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